io                     CONTARINI FLEMING:

of a repeated cry, I returned witli a slow step and a sullen
face,

I saw that there was an nnusual bustle in the house.
Servants were running to and fro doing nothing, doors
were slammed, and there was much calling. I stole into
the room unperceived. It was a new comer. They were
all standing around a beautiful girl expanding into prime
womanhood, and all talking at the same time. There was
also much kissing,

It appeared to me that there could not be a more lovely
being than the visitor. She was dressed in a blue riding-
coat, with a black hat which had fallen off her forehead.
Her full chestnut curls had broken loose; her rich cheek
glowed with the excitement of the meeting, and her laugh-
ing eyes sparkled with social love.

I gazed upon her unperceived. She must have been at
least eight years my senior. This idea crossed me not
then. I gazed upon her unperceived, and it was fortunate,
for I was entranced. I could not move or speak. My
whole system changed; my breath left me. I panted with
great difficulty ; the colour fled from my cheek, and I was
sick from the blood rushing to my heart.

I was seen, I was seized, I was pulled forward. I bent
down my head; they lifted it up, drawing back my curls;
they lifted it up covered with blushes. She leant down;
she kissed me. Oh! how unlike the dull kisses of the
morning! But I could not return her embrace ; I nearly
swooned upon her bosom. She praised, in her good-nature,
the pretty boy, and the tone in which she spoke made me
doubly feel my wretched insignificance.

The bustle subsided; eating succeeded to talking. Our
good aunt was a great priestess in the mysteries of plum-
cake and sweet wine. I had no appetite. This was the
fruitful theme of much discussion. I could not eat; I
thought only of the fair stranger. They wearied me with